
The History of King Leif. 

and furd-gownes hides all. Get thee glade eyes, and like a fair, 
uy politician, feeme to fee the things thou doeft not ; No no , « 
pull off my boots, harder, harder,fo. ’ 

Edg. O matter and impertinency, mist reafon in madneffe. 

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my fortune, take my eyes ; I know 
thee well enough, thy name is Glofter, thou muft be parent we 
came crying hither: thou knowft the firft time that we fuel the 
aire, we waile and cry. I will preach to thee,marke me. 

Glo. Alack, alack, the day. 

Lear .When we are borne, we crie that wee are come to this 
great ftage offoolcs: this a good blocke.lt were a delicate ftra- 
tagem to (hoot a troope of horfe with fell, and when I haue fto’e 
vpon thefe fonnes in law, .then kill, kiII,kUl,kiII,kiJI,kill. 

Enter three gentlemen. 

Gettt.O here he is, lay hands vpon him firs. 

LiMr.No refcue.whata prifoner? 1 ameene the naturall foolc 
c.f Fortune : vfe me well, you (hall haue a ranfom. Let me haue 
a Chirurgeon, I am cut to’th braines. 

Gent. You (hall haue any thing. 

Lear. No feconds, all my felfe : why this would make a man 
of (alt to vfe h;s eyes for garden water-pottes, land laying Au- 
tumnes duft. g ent . Good Sir. 

Lear. I will dye brauely like a Bridegroome. What, I will bee 
iouiall : Come,come,I am a King my mailers, know you that ? 

Gent. You arearoyall one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then thcres life int, nay if you get it you (hall ott it 
with running. Exit King running. 

Gent. A fight tuoftpittifull in themeaneft wretch, paftfpea- 
king of in a king : thou haft one daughter who redeemes nature 
from the generall curfe which twaine hath brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle fir. 

Gent. Sir fpeed you, what’s your will? 

Edg.Doyou heare ought of a battell toward ? 

gent, Mod fure and vulgar, eucry ones hcarcs 
That can diftinguilh fenfe. 

Edg. But by your fauour,how neeres the other army ? 

genr. 
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Gent. Neereand on fpeed for’t, the maine deferies, 

Stands on the bourely thoughts. 

Ed*. I thanke you fir,thats all. 

Gent. Though that the Queene on fpeciall caufe is heere. 

His army is mou’d on. 

gdg. I thanke you fir. Exit 

Glo. You cuer gentle gods take my breath from me. 

Let not my worfer fpirit tempt me againe, 

To dye before you plcafe. 

Edg. Well pray you father. 

Glo. Now good fir what are you. 

Edg. A moft poore man, made lame by fortunes blowcs* 

Who by the Art ofknowneand feeling forrowes 
Am pregnant to good pitty. Giue me your hand, 
lie leade you to fomc biding. 

Gloft. Hearty thankes,thc bounty and the benizon ofheauen 
to boot, to boot. 

Enter Steward. 

Stew , A proclaim’d prize,moft happy; that cyles head of thine 
was firft framed flefh to raife my fortunes. Thou moft vnhappy 
Traitor, briefely chy felfe remember, the fvvord is out that muft 
deftroy thee. 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand put ftrength enough to’t. 

Stew* Wherefore bolde pezantdarft thoufupporta publiftit 
traytor, hence lead the infeftion ofhis fortune take like hold on 
thee, let go hisarme. 

Edg . Chill not let go.fir without cagion* 

Stew. Let go fUutjor thou died. 

f<^.GoodGcntleman goe your gate, let poore volke paffe : 
and chudhaue beenc zwaggar’d out of my life, it wold not haue 
bene zo long by avortnightrnay comenotneeretke olde man, 
keepe out cheuore ye,or i’e try whether your coftard or my bat 
be the harder, chill be plaine with you. 

Out dunghill. They fight. 

Sdg. Chil pick your teeth zir.come no matter for your foines. 
Sic*. 
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